Peacock 


Author: duffnstuff 

Bands: Edguy 

Characters: Jens Ludwig, Tobias Sammet 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Mar 31 2007 18:10:21 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Peacock 


Author's Notes: 
| SHOULD thank Madandy for introducing me to these boys, but now | can\'t think of anyone else. | hope this is 


a good first of many Edguy fics. 


It's hideous," Jens frowned, tilting his head to the side. His forehead creased further and he scratched at his 
chin with the tip of his finger. Nope, it didn't help. No matter what angle he twisted his neck to, the 


monstrosity of modern art placed so proudly before him was still exactly that. Monstrous. 


Tobi folded his arms over his narrow chest, bottom lip jutted out so far that his pout could be mistaken for a 


major birth defect. 


One of many.. Jens grinned to himself. 


"| like it" Punctuated with pout, each of Tobi's words sounded like pebbles being dropped morosely into a barrel 
of syrup. "And I'm keeping it" 


"Then you need to find another way of sending it home, because if you take that thing in the bus, | won't sleep. 
And neither will Eggi, promise. You know what he's like with things like..that.” 


"That's exactly it!" Tobi clapped his hands, squatting down beside the..thing he'd triumphantly dragged into Jens’ 


hotel room, not fifteen minutes before. "It won't be in the bus. It will be on the bus!" 


Jens' hand made swift contact with his own forehead and he groaned, trying not to look at the thing through 
the cracks of his fingers. It was terrifying. 


"You are not, N-0-T, putting that on the front of our bus." 

"But, listen, if we just stretched that part out.." 

"Tobi." 

"And glued this part out, like a hood ornament, don't you think it would - 2" 

"Tobi!" 

"What?" 

"It's a peacock" 

Tobi stopped, eyes widening as if that thought had only just dawned on him. He shook it off, frowning and 
staring at the stuffed, somewhat moth-eaten male Peacock posed so awkwardly before him that it would have 
been more lifelike if the bird was wearing sunglasses, and cradling a gin and tonic in one wire-threaded wing. 
"Well, yes. But it was free, Jens! A free peacock!" 

"Where exactly did you find it, Tobi?" Jens leaned back against the headboard of his hard, threadbare hotel 
bed, resting his forearms on his bent knees, feet planted amongst the sheets. He'd been asleep when Tobi 
burst through the door. So happily, blissfully asleep.. 

"Ah. Well, | couldn't sleep you see. There was all this noise in the alley outside my room. So | looked out the 
window, right?" His hands moved wildly with the words, fingers describing so vividly that satellites tracking 
overhead would be able to follow with great interest the unfolding story of Tobi and his back-alley peacock 
"And there were men there, with a truck. It was one of those big white trucks, that you see on the 


expressway, with the pictures of burgers and fries and sundaes painted on their sides. they always make me 


hungry, Jens. Do you think it's some kind of advertising plan? Empty trucks that just drive around all day...” 


"Back on track, Tobi." 


"so these guys, these big guys, Jens, started pulling all of this crap out of the back and tossing it in a 


dumpster," 


Jens held his hand up, long black curls hanging in his face with the same exasperation that the rest of his 
body shared. 


"A dumpster, Tobi? This is a dumpster peacock?" 


Silence, that on any other morning would have been greatly welcome. Unfortunately, this was the kind of 


silence met with huge eyes and a swollen, chewed lower lip. 


"It was so pretty..and it was free. couldn't leave it there to have banana skins and shredded paper poured all 


over it." 


Sighing gently, Jens shook his head and reached out, motioning for Tobi to climb up beside him. The last thing 
he wanted to do was upset him..they had a long way to travel over the next few days and a depressed Tobi 
could make that hellish indeed Tobi scrambled onto the bed and folded his knees up against his chest, wrapping 


his arms around them and staring at the floor, noticeably avoiding the insult to taxidermy. 


"It is pretty," Jens offered softly, leaning closer and wrapping his arm around Tobi's shoulder, still clad only in 
boxer shorts. "But. don't think the guys will see it that way. Especially not Eggi, you know what he's like with 
things like this..." 


"Mm," Tobi sniffed, shrugging and pressing his forehead to his knees. "I know. The little black eyes freak him 
out. He's just stupid." 


Jens bit into his lip to keep from laughing. A-huh Eggi is clearly the stupid one here. 
His hand slid up from Tobi's shoulder, long fingers tangling in curls that used to be much longer. He knew that 
pulling him closer and lavishing attention on Tobi would get him out of this latest rut, and..well, Jens never 


really saw touching Tobi as a negative part of this job. 


"Please don't be sad," he whispered against Tobi's ear, tugging him closer and prying the diminutive singer's 


arms from his own legs. "When we get home, you can have as many stuffed birds in your house as you like." 


"Don't patronize me," Tobi growled softly, slapping his palm against Jens' forearm, shifting closer against his 


chest. "| thought you'd think it was neat. You and Felix are always saying I'm like a human peacock, you know." 


Jens laughed softly, tilting his head down further and kissing Tobi on the cheek. He hadn't really meant to go 


that far in his attempts at comfort, but Tobi's skin looked so smooth, so soft, and there was a certain appeal 


to seeing him so upset. The vulnerability on his usually so animated face had settled low in Jen's stomach, and 


something there was beginning to spark. 


"Shh, | know we do..and you're right, you were only being yourself." Jens kept his lips close to Tobi's face. He 
hadn't objected to the gentle touch yet; perhaps he was still too distracted by the excitement of his latest 
discovery. In any case, Jens wasn't about to apologize. The moment he did, Tobi would leap gleefully from the 
bed and go on his way, and Jens quite liked holding him close. A quiet, calm Tobi wasn't something to be easily 
passed up. 


"What are you doing, Jens?" Tobi tilted his chin up a little, not yet accusing, just curious over the long fingers 


in his hair. He mewled softly as one ragged, short nail grazed over a sensitive patch of skin 


"Cheering you up," Jens muttered, distracted by the slight blush on Tobi's cheeks. His lips, still pink as a result 
of a severe pout, parted without a sound and Jens took his cue as soon as Tobi's eyes slid shut. 


His fingers tightened in Tobi's hair, pulling his head back just enough to draw a small whimper of discomfort 
and surprise. Still, his eyes didn't open and, reluctant to touch those pretty lips just yet, Jens focused on Tobi's 
neck. His teeth pressed against the skin of his throat and he sucked gently, raising a mottled red mark before 
Tobi pushed his hands up in protest: 


"Hey..no, everyone will see." he sighed, leaning back against the bed with the strong urging of Jens's hand in his 
hair. Jens growled softly in the back of his throat, nudging Tobi's knees apart with one thigh and moving in 


closer, his spare hand resting on the pillows. 


"How is that different from any other day, mm?" His fingers tightened still and Tobi gave a surprised yelp, 
pressing his hands up against Jens's chest. "I see all of the other marks, too. Don't worry about them." 


The small, surprising flash of jealousy passed and Tobi nodded weakly, lifting his hips up by way of an apology. 
Jens smiled, sliding his hand from Tobi's hair down to his hip, pushing it back down against the lumpy mattress 


with a patient groan. 


"Always so eager to show yourself off, hmm? Maybe you are like a peacock Am | going to yank your pants 
down and find a tail?" 


Instead of laughing and arching his hips up further, as expected, Tobi's little hand reached down and pulled Jens 
away by his wrist, biting into that sweetly swollen lip again 


"Slow down, okay? I've never done -" 


"You what? You've never down this before?" Jens reared back, his eyes wide with surprise. Out of everyone, 


he was sure that Tobi.. 


"Huh?" Tobi stared at him, taken aback and almost offended. He scoffed, reaching down and tearing open his 


own jeans. "Are you kidding me? | meant with anyone in the band, with you. Give me a little credit, Jens..." 


He took Jens's wrist again, yanking it down and rubbing the guitarists rough palm against the hard line of his 
swollen cock, only then letting go to pull his own shirt over his head and toss it to the floor. Jens simply shook 
his head, too focused now on how eager Tobi was for this, to swat him in the side of the head. 


"That's what | thought." He leaned down some, pressing his lips to one nipple, rolling the hard little nub between 
his teeth while his fingers stroked and scratched idly over the head of Tobi's cock. He pinched back the 
foreskin, scraping his chewed nails just enough to have Tobi bucking and twisting against his mouth. Combining 
the biting and sucking of his nipples with the torture of his prick, Jens soon had Tobi mewling and twisting 
against the bed, breathlessly pleading for more. 


The head of his own cock vying for attention, pressing against the thin fabric of his boxers, Jens reached down 
and roughly squeezed himself, biting the ridges of Tobi's ribs as he did so. His free hand pressed against Tobi's 
cheek, fingers tracing over his lips and rubbing against his tongue. Tobi, ever the bright boy, took the hint and 

sucked at the digits, wetting them as he wriggled free of his jeans. 


"Good." Jens whispered, biting once more before pulling back, his teeth leaving a half-circle bruise on Tobi's hip. 
That mark, at least, would be his for the time being. Tobi's hips lifted and Jens's fingers pressed gently against 
his ass, taking the time to probe and explore, waiting for Tobi's next gasp to push in further. 


But it never came. 


Creasing his forehead and gritting his teeth in confusion, Jens pushed forward a little more, looking up from 
where he knelt between Tobi's thighs. Tobi, sprawled back against the pillows, naked and disheveled, looked up at 
his with an expression of pity. 


"Oh Jens. You aren't very good at that, are you?" He grinned slightly, teeth worrying at the corner of his 
mouth. Jens opened his own to protest, before being cut off by Tobi wiggling up onto his knees. 


"You don't have to be so gentle with me. | know you're nervous, but you've fucked boys before. Haven't you?" 


He nodded mutely. The secret of his quiet, withdrawn demeanor and refusal to share his personal life was 
obviously no secret at all. Tobi smiled sweetly, turning around and leaning forward on his elbows, presenting 


himself in a manner only one Tobias Sammet, man or peacock, could pull off. 
"Then stop being so nervous. You won't break me. Here, let me show you." 


Licking his own fingers, Tobi reached back and pressed them roughly against his ass, the muscles of his 
shoulders flexing with the angle, his back tightening. He bucked forward a little as he stretched himself, wasting 
no time with gentle, stroking touches or tender ministrations. The way he touched, stretched and displayed 


himself was downright lewd, and pinching the base of his own cock was all Jens could do to keep from coming. 


"There n-now.." Tobi purred, his face pressed against the pillows. He pulled his fingers away, reaching back 
blindly for Jens's waist. His nails dug into pale skin and he pulled Jens back against his hips, wiggling them with 
the contact. "Now you do your thing." 


Laughing hoarsely in the back of his throat, Jens nodded and pushed the head of his prick to Tobi's ass, 
gritting his teeth and placing one hand on the small of his back. Tobi looked tiny before him, stretched out on 
his chest, hips raised against his own. He growled a little at the sight, still slightly hesitating to hurt him, 
before pushing forward and sliding in fairly easily, not stopping until they were flush against each other. 


"Uhh." Tobi gasped, pushing his face into the pillows and squeezing them tight in his arms. Jens was bigger 
than he'd originally thought, and the meager stretching did nothing to ease the burn he hadn't felt in a long 


time. 


Moving back slightly, Jens pushed forward again and felt Tobi crumple against the bed, sliding an arm around 
his waist and dragging him back up onto his knees. He held him steady, pulling him back with each thrust, 
grunting softly each time his hips slapped against Tobi's ass. Still wary of hurting him, Jens moved slowly, 
rolling forward and dragging back, tilting down just a little each time Tobi's moans raised in pitch. 


"Shh." He raked his nails over Tobi's hips, releasing his hips and pressing his hand against the small of his back 
again, pushing down and hissing through clenched teeth as Tobi fought him. The brief struggle made his prick 
swell against the tight heat of Tobi, and when he brought his hand down against his ass, the surprised yelp of 


pain and lust nearly pushed him over the edge. 


Jens swore, his toes digging into the sheets behind him and his hips slamming forward as he grew frantic. His 
fingers slid around Tobi's ribs, pulling him up and twisting his nipple hard, the sobs and shaken moans from the 


other man driving him to further acts of torture. 


Bracing his forearms against the wall above the headboard, Tobi shoved back and keened at the pain being 
twisted from his chest. He'd expected Jens to fuck him sooner or later, but the mild abuse and the pleasure 
Jens seemed to take from it was surprising indeed. Not wanting it to stop, or start to lag in any way, Tobi 
started sobbing and begging, arching forward into Jens's cruel fingers. 


"Tobi," Jens snarled, leaning in and pressing his chest to Tobi's back, his fingers twisting once more in short, 


pale curls. His voice was breathless and his words slurred. "I want you to come for me." 


Tobi tried to fight it, but the pain in the back of his head from Jens’ grip on his hair made it hard to 
concentrate. He came hard, within seconds, shaking and twitching as he bit into his own wrist to keep from 
waking every other guest in the hotel. His hips slammed back and he bucked, cheek pressed against the cold 


wall and eyes screwing tight. 


Jens followed almost as soon as Tobi let go. He slammed into him again, once, twice, before arching his back 


and wrapping arm around Tobi's hips. He held him there as he came, clinging to him until the last tremors had 


ebbed and his head fell forward, resting in the crook of Tobi's neck 


"0-ow.." Tobi whimpered softly, finding himself gently pulled back, kissed, and laid on the sheets damp with 
sweat. He rubbed his eyes with the back of his wrist, reaching out for some gentler kind of contact. 


"You okay?" Jens whispered roughly, laying beside him on his stomach, boxers still down around his knees. Tobi 
nodded and curled in against him, nuzzling his neck and twisting his fingers in Jens's long dark hair. 


"Mmmm. Sore. But good sore. New sore." 


Jens flushed slightly at that. He'd been afraid of ending up as just another fuck for Tobi, but apparently his 


last-minute decision to let go some had offered something new. Something to remember. 
"Get some sleep, then. You'll feel better after a shower, as well." 


Tobi nodded, groggy with exhaustion and a pleasant humming in his abdomen. He cooed softly and curled in 
further, falling asleep with his mouth open, crushed a little against Jens’ neck. 


Shaking his head with amusement, Jens pulled away just enough to grab the stuffed peacock by the neck, 
sliding it noiselessly under the bed By the time he woke up, Tobi would be so busy either begging for a repeat 
performance, or deciding which jacket best showed off his new bite marks, that he would have forgotten 


entirely about his latest obsession. 


And then, all Jen had to worry about was keeping his own little peacock from showing off to everyone else. 


